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Cupido

But tender youth and dotyng age,

he ftrykes in furyous rage.
And laughes to fcorne the fely foules

that he hath wounded fo,
No Fine appoynted of theyr ils,

no end of al theyr wo.
But fyns he hath prefumed thus,

to entre heare in Place,
And heare to threten Conquefts thus,

agaynft Dianaes Grace,
Let him be fure his loftie Mynde,

this deade lhall foone repent,
If that your grace do here agre,

with Fre and full concent.
To make me Cheftain of this Charge

and whom I lyft to chofe,
If Prifoner heare I bryng hym not,

Let me myne Honour lofe.
And there he ceafde with ioyfull looks

the Ladyes fmyled all,
And thorough his wordes they hoaped foone

to fe Cupidoes fall.
With heauenly voice Diana thear,

as chyefe aboue the reft :
This wife her words began to frame,

From out hef facred breft.
My good Hifolitus quoth me,

whofe true and fay thrall mynd:
In doubtfull daunger often I,

do alwayes redy fynd.
For to reuenge the cankred rage,

of all my fpytfull foes,
Thou he from whofe vnipotted hart,

the fluddes of vertue flowes.
whofe feruife long hath ben aproued,

within this court of myne,
Reftrayne this boyes vnruly rage,

by valyant means of thyne,